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^ The 'Tragedy of 0th elio 

Silence that dreadfull bell,it fright* the I fle 
From her propriety : what’s the matter matters ? 

Hone ft Iago, thatlookes dead with grieuing, • 
Speake,who began this, on thy loue f chargerthee, 

Ug, I doe not know, friends all but now,e u en now. 
In quartcr,and in termes.like bride and groome, 
Deueftii.g them to bcd,and then but now, ; 

( hs iffo ne Planet had vnwicted men.) 

Swords out, and tilting one at others breaft. 

In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeake 
Any beginning to this peeuilh odds ; 

And would in ad ion glorious, I had loft 
Thole legges,that brought me to a part ©£ it. 

Oth. How came it Michael, you were thus forgot?- 

Caf. I pray you pardon me, I cannot fpeake. 

Oth. Worthy to entanio,yo\i were wont be citiill. 
The grauity and ftilnefle of your youth, 

The world hath notcd.and your name is great, 
jn mouthes ofwifeft ccnfure s whatsthe matter. 

That you vhlacc your reputation thus, 

And fpend your rich opinion,for the name 
Of a night brawler ? giue me anfwere to’t ? 

Mon. Worthy Othello , I am hurt to danger, 

Y our Officer fago ©an informe you. 

While 1 (pare fpeeeh, which fomething now ofltniS me 
Of all that 1 doe know, nor know I ought 
11 y me, that’s faide or done amiffc this night ; 

Vnleffe felfc.cliarity be fometime a vice, 

And to defend our fellies it be a finne. 

When violence allay les vs. 

Oth. Now by hcauen 
My blood begins my fafer guides t© rule. 

And paffionhauing my belt judgement cooler, 

Affayes to leade the way : If once I ftirre, 

Or doe but lift this arme.thcbeft of you 
Shall finite in my rebuke s giue me to know 
How this foulerout began, who fet it on, 

», nd he that is approou’d in this offence, 


Tho 


the Moore of Venice, 


Tho he had twinn’d with me, both at a birth, 

Shall loofe me ; what, in a T owne of warre. 

Yet wilde,the peoples hearts brim full of feare, 
Tomannage priuate anddomeftike quarrells, 

In night, and on the Court and guard of fafety? 
Tis monftrous. Iago, who began? 

Mon. If partiality affin’d, or league in office 
Thou doeft deliuer more or lefle then truth, 

Thou art nofoldier. 

lag. Touch me not fotieere, 

I had rather ha’ this tongue out of my mouth. 
Then it fliould doe offence to Michael Cafsio: 
Yeti perfwade my felfe to fpeake the truth. 

Shall nothing wrong him. Thu* it is Generali : 
Montanio and my felfe being in fpeeeh. 

There comes a fellow, cry ing out for helpe, 

And Cafsie following hi n with determin’d fword. 
To execute vpon him : Sir this Gentleman 
Steps into Cafsio, and intreates his paufe j 
My felfe the crying fellow did purlue, 

Left by his clamour,as it fo fell out, , 

The Towne might fall in fright : he fwifr of Foote, 
Out ran my purpofe : and I returnd the rather, 
For that [ heardtheclinkeandfallof fwordsj 
And Cafsio high in oath, which till to night, 

I ne’re might lay before; when l camebacke, 

For this was briefe,! found them cofe together, 
At blow and thruft,euen asagen they were, 

When you your felfe did part them. 

More of this matter can I not report. 

But men arc men, the belt fometimes forget: 

Tho Cafsie did forme little wrong to him,° 

As men in rage ftrike thole that wiih them befts 
Yet furcly fafsio, I beleeue receiu'd 
From him that fled,fome ftrange indignity, 

Which patience could not paffe. 

Oth. I know Iago, 

Thy honefty and loue doth mince this matter, 

E? 



